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His fingers intertwined with mine. 
He began to lead me slowly down the corridor, glancing back to check | was coming with him. The strange 
gesture was such a surprise | just followed him, allowing my fingers to curl around his. It was funny how they 


fit together so well. 


As his thumb lightly brushed my calloused fingertips, | noticed a smile touch his lips. | took a clumsy step 
after him, over the deep red carpet, through the hallway. 


His blue eyes were normally so full of humour and light, but today they were serious, tinged even with 


sadness, maybe. 


I'd no idea whose house this was, not any of Dave's friends that | knew. It was very expensively decorated, a 
bit old fashioned. It was a relief to be in from a cold, wet night. I'd left my leather jacket, still dripping with 
rainwater, hanging on an old hatstand in the hallway, looking decidedly out of place. 


Feeling his warm fingers tighten on mine | suddenly found myself questioning his sexuality, and | wondered 
where the Hell our friendship was heading. It didn't shock me half as much as | might have thought. | liked to 
think of myself as open-minded and game for anything, but getting off with blokes hadn't featured in any of it 


as far as | could remember. 
| continued to follow where he led. He'd guided me before, and it had always worked out well. 


He'd been on at me for ages to join this band. | eventually had, and so far it was going like a dream. Despite my 
misgivings - | did like to do my own thing, after all - this was a good place to be, | fit in, | enjoyed it. The 
gaffer, Steve, was really pleased with me. He seemed to have a plan for us, a pretty big one, and l, apparently, 
was a big part of it. 


It was like when | first got into music. That was Davey's doing, too. 


He hadn't had an easy time of it when he was a kid. His family were desperately poor, and he'd fallen in with a 


bad crowd when he was growing up. 
| knew him at school and we became mates. He'd taken up playing guitar, and he got so good at it so quickly. | 


remember seeing the change in him. Out went the attitude and the aggro, and in came this absolute passion 
for his music.he was blessed with new life. 


| was stunned by the transformation. If somebody ordinary like him could play like that, | want to try it too. 
Besides, | really got entwined in the music. It spoke to me. It flowed through me, | wanted more. | wanted to be 
good, no, great. 

I'd never seen Dave so happy. Gone was the awkward, surly brat, and in his place was this charming, beaming 


nice guy, with sparkling eyes, infectious smile and long blonde hair. He really believed in this Steve bloke. | was 
starting to believe, too. | had a great feeling about where we were heading. 


And today Dave had a face like it was the end of the world. 


l'm not one for going out of my way to question everything. | usually take it as it comes, | like to let the world 
flow around me. But | needed to know what had drained the usual light from him. 


"Where we going, Davey?" 


He paused in his progress, turning back to look at me. 


‘Its okay, Adrian," he unconvincingly assured me. 


He tilted his head slightly as he spoke, gazing distantly into my eyes, with what | only just realised was 


something not unlike adoration. 
Well. 'd never thought of it like that before..but on this day of strange happenings, there it was. 


Davey had been almost looking up to me, when | think back. Even though he was a bloody good musician, he'd 
started to look at me as at least equal. Or maybe better. 


He was treating me with such reverence, and | wasn't entirely sure what I'd done to deserve it. Softly, 


tenderly, like | was a precious object. 


"We want to show you something," he said quietly, pulling lightly on my hand as he started off again around 


the corner. He was making for a flight of stairs heading downwards. 
"We?" | asked, following the gentle tug on my arm. "Who's we?" 


He answered no more and continued down, and along a dim corridor until we reached a dark wooden door, the 


red carpet disappearing beneath it. 


Davey stopped dead and turned to face me in the corridor, a gas light on the wall casting a halo on the dark 
wallpaper with its antique gold design. He ran his eyes slowly up my chest to meet my own gaze. His eyes 


glittered in the dim lamplight, and not with joy as they usually did 
"Don't fight, Adrian," he whispered. "Please. He won't hurt you." 


| must have been too stunned by all this weirdness to take fright at that statement. Davey pressed down the 
brass handle and pushed the heavy door, letting it swing open silently. 


| saw the figure in the flickering candlelight, | saw a man waiting for me before a marble altar, and | looked 
back one last time to Davey. 


"Trust me," he said, and | did. 


My feet took several steps forwards, past Davey, and on into the room. | looked around, taking in the same 
rich red carpet, the dark, carved panels, the wooden screens, the huge church candles, the mirrors, the 
stained glass, an altar unlike one I'd ever seen in a Godly church before, and | saw the patterned tiled floor 


where the figure stood. 


It was Steve. The bloke who ran the band. The grinning, intelligent London boy with all the brilliant ideas and the 


slightly shy, reserved manner. At the same time, it wasn't the Steve | knew at all, 


He was dressed entirely in close-fitting black. His eyes were nearly black, too, boring into me so hard | felt | 
wanted to take a step back. My resolve holding, | walked almost all the way up to him. 


There was a muted thump of the door closing behind me, and the sound of a heavy bolt being pushed home on 


the outside. | whipped around, Davey was gone. Fear spiked in me at last. 
"Welcome Adrian," he greeted me with his usual grin, even if his eyes weren't smiling at all 


The voice was rasping and awful. There was no trace of his comfortable, familiar accent. 


| folded my arms and stood staring back at him, an eyebrow cocked. 
"What's going on, Steve?" | challenged. 


The laugh that came from within him sounded like it didn't come from him it all, but rumbled from the chest 


of some enormous beast lying behind the figure of the man in front of me. 

‘It's time to welcome you, Adrian" 

| gawped at him. 

"What's that supposed to mean? What's the fucking matter with you?" 

That monstrous chuckle came from his chest again, without him even moving his lips. 

"So bold, Adrian, so bold, Dave was right about you." 

His weight shifted and he stepped away to one side of the altar, hands casually resting behind his back. He 
sucked in a slow breath, then resumed his stalking, lazily circling me, his long, dark curls ruffled momentarily 
by a slight draught of air. 


"IFs time you knew what we were, and where your future lies. You're one of us, Adrian" 


| caught my own reflection in the mirrored glass on the back wall, a hazy white face and hair shining golden 


under the flickering little flames dotted around the room. God, did | really look that young? 
"We're not mortal men," he continued behind my back 


"We're revenants. We have gifts beyond those of mortal men, but if we want to live on and walk among them, 


we must feed on the blood of living humans." 


| snorted. It sounded like a load of shit until he reappeared at the other side of me. His face, just for one 
instant, caught the glow of the candles and the image | saw was like a death's head. The depths of those eyes 


were burning blood-red. 
"Fucking hell." 


The words stuck in my throat and a harsh whisper was all that came out. The glow lessened in the eyes and 
he chuckled, grinning more like the Steve | was used to. 


"You're starting to see. Very good, Adrian 


| looked hard at him again Nope, he was definitely human, I'd bloody imagined what I'd just seen His eyebrows 


raised. 

"Believe it, Adrian, it's the truth, and it's time you came to accept it," he said in that unearthly voice. 

Before my lips could form the words prove it the light caught him again and | saw that same hideous skull 
face, empty eye sockets, the flesh peeled back from bared teeth, human teeth, and longer canines. | shook my 
head, but the image didn't click back this time. He was still there, and still this hideous, impossible, thing 
standing in front of me, staring me down, the naked jaws grinning like Death. 

The blood drained from my head. | felt a sick chill in my belly, and my stomach lurched. | staggered to stay on 
my feet, stumbling sideways, crashing onto one of the wooden screens. | grabbed the back of a heavy oak 
chair with both hands and doubled over, retching furiously. 

My body heaved again and again, but nothing came out of my mouth. 


"Stay brave for me, Adrian," said the calm, familiar voice of Steve once more, his comforting local accent 


coming to the fore again. 


When the convulsions had subsided, | looked up at him, still hanging onto the chair, panting. 
He looked utterly human again. 


Apart from the eyes, they were glassy and black, lit from within by a red glow. | struggled to contain my 
panicked breaths and madly thundering heart. 


‘No," | managed, weakly. 
He was smiling. 
"Good, you're beginning to accept the truth. Now we can talk business." 


Business was the last thing | wanted to talk about, whatever business it was. He waved at me to stand again. | 


reluctantly let go of the furniture and moved to face him. | steadied myself. 


"What do you want from me?" 

He paused, evidently listening to the gradual slowing of my hasty breaths. 
"| want you fo join us" 

"Im already in your band, arent |?" 

He waved a long, bony grey finger to shush me. 

"Im offering you the chance to become one of us" 

| looked at him, wide-eyed and silent. 


‘lm offering you abilities far beyond those of mortal men, years far beyond those of a mortal. Power, 


greatness, wealth, success.everything you ever dreamed of 
| had to admit, a very dark part of me thrilled to this temptation 

"But first | have to remove every last trace of humanity in you, to kill, in effect, your mortal self" 
| huffed out a breath and stuck my hands on my hips. 

"And if | say no?" 

The full weight of his gaze turned on me and bored into me again 

"Then | can't let you leave 

Shit 


He allowed me time to stand and contemplate, running every utterly unbelievable thing I'd just heard through 
my head. Eventually | looked up at him. 


| saw my reflection again in the mirror behind him. | didn't want to die. | was living, breathing, healthy, young. | 


had my whole life to look forward to. 
Fuck Steve, fuck his band, fuck his stupid plans. | wasn't going to have any fucking part of this. 


My mind snapped back to Davey. Dear, sweet Davey, my friend. The mate who had been so, so happy with 


where his life was going, the mate I'd trusted. 


"And Davey knew about all this?" | asked, unable to keep the sadness from gnawing at my voice. 


Steve's hard onyx eyes came up to look into mine. He spoke gently. 

"He cares for you very much, he knows its best for you. Davey's been one of us for a long time now." 

A small light was extinguished in me somewhere. 

"He's dead, isn't he?" 

Steve's glassy gaze never flackered. 

"He's no longer a mortal man. He'll age without sharing my blood, but his soul isn't that of a mortal," he said. 
"What about the others? Paul? Clive?" 

"They're no longer mortal men, either." 

"And you, what are you?" | hesitantly asked, 

I'm a pure-born, an immortal. I'm a lot older than you could ever imagine. My strengths are greater than 
those of my children, but | still have to sustain myself from the blood of mortals if I'm to walk the earth as 
one of you.” 

"Fine," | snapped. "Open that door you fucking nutter, I'm leaving." 

Something swam in my head, making me almost lose balance. 

"You can't leave, Adrian," he said, his mouth grim. 

"Just let me out!" 

"Don't fight me, Adrian, you've got no hope of winning.” 

| tried to stride to the door but my legs weren't working properly. 

"You won't get away from me." 

F | could just get to Davey.. 

"| drugged your drink, Adrian, you'll soon be helpless.” 


"Bollocks." 


"Can't you feel it, Adrian?" 

| recalled my walk over here in the dark with the rain lashing down on me under yellow sodium street lamps. 
I'd pulled up the collar of my leather jacket, and I'd been surprised to feel my skin was burning hot. I'd only had 
a couple of pints down the pub, seeing as I'd arranged to meet Davey. 

If he was right..how far could | get before | passed out? 

He laughed. 

"My brave one. Still fighting to the last!" 


He appeared at my side as | sank to the floor, my legs buckling beneath me. 


"Can't you see, Adrian? You're perfect for us. You've got the strength to survive the transformation and 
you've got the will to live on, no matter what it takes and what you must do to survive. 


"You're already more gifted than most. | can make you one of the greatest musicians in the world" 

| stared at him from the carpeted floor, still not accepting the proffered fate. 

‘Live on with us, Adrian. Become all you've ever dreamed of, the things a living mortal can't be." 

"Fuck off” | mouthed at him, unable to make my voice come out. 

His long fingers tangled in the front of my t-shirt, hauling my body up by the straining fabric. With frightening 
ease he lugged me into the air and flipped my limp body over like a broken doll. The thump of my back against 
the cold tiles forced my breath out with a grunt. 

"Don't fight me, Adrian" 

His irises were black as oblivion, the pupils blazing red. | weakly tried to scramble backwards, my head coming 
into hard contact with the big marble block behind me with a thump. He loomed over me. | just lay there, 


panting, wondering how quickly the end would come. 


His hands twisted in my shirt again. He pulled me up, just a couple of inches from his face. His breath washed 


over me. 
"Join us, Adrian. Set your wildest dreams free. | know you want it, deep down" 
His voice dropped to a whisper. 


"Just liked Davey wanted it, too." 


My breath hitched and stalled at the mention of my friend. 
‘Its not too late..you can be with us forever - just like him. He saw it in you. Who'd want to be mortal?" 


He clearly saw the conflict in my eyes, because he loosened his grip and let my body slump back down to the 


cold floor. 


| lay there, breathing hard, feeling this weird change in me. An icy, enthralling shiver ran through me, | felt 


darkness wrapping around me, lust, desire swirling, enclosing me in its grip. 


Steve stood back, allowing me to struggle to my feet. One way or another, my mind was made up. | made it to 


my feet, standing, feeling stretched and wraith-like, defying the grip of the poison in my veins. 
He held out his hand. 
"Take my hand, Adrian. Make your choice." 


| let go the breath I'd been holding in a sigh, stepping that one pace towards him, and sliding my hand into his, | 
met his eyes. 


A moment of contemplation passed in his unblinking gaze, then he drew me to him steadily. His brows creased. 
"Beautiful Adrian," he said softly, his fingertips reaching out to lightly touch my cheekbone. 


| hadn't realised there were tears running down my face until his fingers smeared the wetness. 


There was genuine sadness in his eyes. | can't deny | was touched by his pity for me. 

Then he drew me against his hard, warm body. 

He swept a hand down my face, closing my eyelids. He tilted back my head, and moved his mouth to my 
exposed throat. 

| felt no pain, the drug in my body numbing me. | realised hot liquid was running down my neck, pooling at the 
collar of my t-shirt. | could smell the metallic scent of blood | was too numb for it to bother me. He felt him 
draw on me. 


A cool breeze touched me. He had moved away. 


My world moved and tipped. | found myself lifted and placed on the marble altar, sprawled across the surface 
on my back. A brief feeling of dull pain..! glanced down and saw the blade through my wrist. 


Fascinated, | watched, as if from a great distance, seeing my dark blood spilling steadily. 


The same pain at the other side. With great effort | turned my head to see the dagger embedded in my other 


wrist. 
Steve's almost shy smile moved in on me, the dark eyes drew me in. 


| grunted at the dull stab of pain through my middle. | could see the hilt of the third dagger protruding where 
the blade had pierced my body. 


His mouth returned to my throat, his tongue warm, wet, soothing. The room began to dim around us. 


Thumping in my ears, blood pumping, growing feint. 
Down, down, into this darkness | go. Let me rest now. 


RRR 


The body stilled on the block, the last small surges of blood still pulsing out. Steve looked up to one of the 


wooden screens in the gloomy far corner of the room. 
"You can come out now, Davey." 


The silent form of the other man, his normally joyful eyes hollow and sad, crept from behind the screen. He 
walked gingerly as though his legs were reluctant to bear him to this dreadful scene. 


He sank to his knees when he reached the altar, his fingers reaching out to touch Adrian's lifeless arm which 


was hanging over the side of the marble block, dripping blood. 


A crystalline tear ran from his eye as he lightly touched the motionless hand to his lips, kissing it with the 


greatest of care. 

"Adrian. I'm so sorry, Adrian," he whispered through dry lips. 

Steve tapped his fingers to bring his follower's attention back to him. 

"Now | must bring him over to us. Would you like to help me make him?" 

Dave's tearful blue eyes widened. He rose quickly, although still somewhat unsteady, hope kindled by this offer. 


"Of course you don't have the power to make him yourself,” continued Steve, "But I'll allow you to mingle your 


blood with his. He'll bear a special connection to you forever." 
The younger revenant's eyes shone a moonstone-blue, his smile weakly touching his lips once more. 


"Drink from him, Davey, help him to be reborn 


Unsure, Dave hesitantly brought the bleeding wrist to his lips. His tongue instinctively darted out and curled 
around a drop of blood, then his mouth took over and covered the wound, drawing out the diminishing flow of 


red liquid. His eyes drifted shut and he moaned almost inaudibly. 


Steve's breathy laugh came from above. He stroked his child's hair, fondly watching him drink from his friend's 
body. 


After a moment, Steve gently tapped Davey's head with his hand. He obediently stopped feeding, looking to his 
elder, who motioned him around to the side of the altar. Steve drew one of the daggers from Adrian's flesh 
and offered it to Dave. 

"You know what to do," he said in a whisper. 

Dave closed his fingers about the hilt. 


"Hurry, my child, there's little time left," urged Steve. 


Not wanting to risk losing his friend forever, Dave sliced his finger open with the blade, and squeezed a large 


drop of the ruby-red liquid onto Adrian's pale, still lips. 


He allowed more blood to run down into the unbreathing mouth, watching Adrian's open, glazed eyes in the hope 


of seeing some response. 

Still there was nothing. 

Steve patted his bleeding hand. 

"Now let me bring him over to us," he said firmly. 

Worried, Dave stood back, wishing he had his master's faith. Surely, surely, he could bring Adrian back in time? 
Steve unbuttoned his own shirt. He began a low incantation, taking the dagger in his hand, sweeping it to and 
fro across his chest. When he found the right spot, he smoothly made a deep incision. Dark, almost black blood 


trickled out. 


He leaned in, over Adrian's body, allowing the blood to drip from his chest wound over Adrian's parted lips. 
Dave watched with anxiety. The mouth did not move, the pale face was slack and still 


Then, as Steve gave a moan, bringing his body closer to Adrian's mouth, he saw a twitch in the facial muscles, 


and another in the fingertips. 


More dark red liquid and Adrian's tongue moved, licking Steve's life-blood from his lips. The body moved of its 


own accord before Adrian's eyes flickered and came to life once more. He leaned up to Steve in one smooth 


movement, his mouth questing for more of the blood, his hands coming up to grip the master's upper arms. 
"Yessss," hissed Steve, closing his dark eyes and tilting back his head. "Feed from me and live, my child.” 


Adrian closed his eyes and nestled against Steve's bare chest, his mouth closing on the wound, drawing the 


blood into him. His jaw moved as the liquid flowed down his eager throat. 


Another draught, and Steve decided he had had enough. He pushed Adrian's hands away slowly, easing his body 
back. 


The newborn stared blankly up at him, questioning, confused. 

EK 

The warm energy that jolted through me was like nothing I'd ever felt before. 

| felt suddenly overcome with power and strength and sheer /ife like | never had. | found | could move in ways | 
couldn't previously. It was like being in a dream, but unlike a dream, | was in control of my movement. | had 


complete mastery of my own body. 


With an easy weightless twist of my whole body | rose up, and the growl started from somewhere deep within 


me. 


| closed my eyes, flung my head back, and bared my teeth as | let that primal, monstrous roar tear from my 


chest, thundering into the rafters of the chamber. 


| flexed my hands, clawlike, into the air, as my screech reached its crescendo. The noise crackled back from 
the ceiling and flowed about me, until | felt my lungs emptying. 


| slipped back down to my knees on the altar as my huge breath subsided. | let my head fall, my eyes - those 


eyes which now saw in so many colours - paying scant attention to the two figures beside me. 


Then, my new-found exertions taking their toll, | felt so drained, and drooped back down, needing sleep more 
than anything. | felt the movement of the two others, rather than hearing or seeing it. | wearily half-opened 
my eyes. 

| saw myself in the mirror once more. Kneeling on the altar, my entire form was faded and misty, | could even 
see objects around the room through my own reflected body. The pupils of my eyes were replaced with a 


flare of red flame. | slipped lower, lying back down on the cold marble slab. 


| saw his gentle, concerned face move in, | felt his warmth wrap around me. 


"Don't be afraid," Davey whispered, smoothing my hair. "Sleep now, Adrian, and wake to your new life.” 
ce? 
When | came to, | felt utterly at peace. | was rested like | had never been before. 


| was curled against Davey on a huge bed. Silken sheets were tangled around us, warm and comfortable. And 


we weren't alone. 


| felt the reassuring presence around me of my companions. Their body heat around me gave me a satisfying 


thrum of pleasure. Paul was lying to my right, and Clive was sprawled at the top of the bed, near to Davey. 


| could feel Steve's presence across the room, where he'd already risen and was looking on at his sleeping 


children, beaming. 


| raised my head to look at him in the half-light. | guess | was still somewhere in that big, old house. But | felt 
safe. | felt like | had finally found a place | could call home. 


Steve's dark eyes glittered by the candlelight. 


One of us, Adrian Welcome to my family, 


The Sacrificial Lamb 
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It\'s taken a long time to finish this chapter off, but another is ready and waiting to go 

The groupie was straddling Dave's lap on the floor in the darkened room. He sat with his back to the wall. | 
could make them out easily in the yellow light from the hotel corridor, thanks to my supernatural vision 

The couple were kissing passionately, moaning softly and breathing hard, even though they must surely have 
heard the door open and my rubber-soled footsteps padding across the carpet. As | neared, | felt as much as 


saw Davey smiling into the kiss. 


Trying to suppress my smirk, | lowered myself to the floor just next to his feet, behind the girl, folding my 


legs under me. Davey broke the kiss, raising his hand to acknowledge me. 
"H" 


The girl pulled back and turned to look at me, her eyes widening with delight when she saw she had not one, 


but two, of her favourite musicians all to herself. 
"Adrian? Wow!" 
"Hi," | waved and grinned at her. 


She clambered off Davey's lap and came towards me, causing him to laugh and roll his eyes at me. | enfolded 


her eager body in my arms, hearing Davey chuckling in my head. 
Mmmm, Dave, you get all the best ones... 


| felt the enchanting hum of mortal life-force ripple through my chest from her warm body. | placed my hand 
firmly at the back of her neck to guide her lips to mine, laying the other hand softly on the small of her back, 


taking care not to injure this delicate human creature. 


Steve always insisted we took the greatest of care with our fans, not that | would have hurt an innocent 
mortal anyway. But Steve made it absolutely clear he wouldn't tolerate us abusing our powers, and in 


particular using them to bring harm to mortals - the real reason why he had sacked Paul and sent him away. 


| could feel the blood pulsing through her, racing just beneath that thin skin. She sighed into my deliberately 


slow and enticing kiss, trailing her painted nails down my chest. Davey laughed sweetly in my head again. 

Dont labour the point, HI 

Ah come on, Davey, she's enjoying it Lets take our performance a bit further... 

And we did take our performance seriously. Honestly. We had to, even when we weren't on stage. 

Davey moved in behind her. | felt her arousal flow from her, and | thrilled to the feel of his lithe male form 
so close to me. | could feel he was hard, without even touching him. The erotic rush radiating from the two of 


them, the girl and my blood brother, was intoxicating to me. 


She moaned out loud, overcome by the sensation of her other favourite guitarist pressing himself to her back 


while | continued to kiss her, my tongue lapping at her own. So these two guys really do share everything! 
Lets make this an experience to remember, then 


Neither she nor Davey noticed as | slipped my head lower and my fangs pierced her neck. The delicious liquid 
flowed across my tongue. She was held firmly by our spell, too deep to know anything more than the 


passionate embraces of these two men she admired. 


She would wake up tomorrow remembering she had bedded two rock stars, and would go away with great 


memories to treasure for the rest of her life. She wouldn't be disappointed with us. 
In the meantime.. 


She began to pass out in my arms, falling limply away from my body. Dave groaned quietly, watching me lap 
the blood from her throat, allowing not a single drop to spill. His eyes narrowed, focusing on my face and my 
red-stained lips. 


The girl's breathing steadied. Her body slumped onto mine and Davey's supporting arms. | leaned in again to lick 


at her warm throat. 


This time Davey followed me down, his mouth eagerly seeking out the droplets of precious liquid. Tasting the 
blood and feeling the rush of energy, he moaned. Our lips and tongues competed on her tender flesh, chasing 
every last drop that spilled from the twin puncture holes. 


The feel of Dave's jaw against mine made me gasp with even greater pleasure. His heat was so good on my 
skin, his breath washed over my face, and his silken hair trailed against my cheek. Our lips and the tips of our 
tongues brushed together as we fed side by side. 


The life-giving blood surging in my veins, | drew back to look at him. He also pulled back a little way, half-closed 
eyes drifting from my eyes to my stained lips. He leaned over to close the gap between us. His firm mouth 


pressed insistently against mine. 


He smelled of fresh male sweat and growing lust. The bolt of pleasure through my groin when he parted his 
lips for me brought my attention to the fact | was hard. | reached across the sleeping female form to pull 
Dave closer by his belt. | rubbed my palm down his groin and felt his answering hardness through his jeans, 


his cock straining against my hand as he moaned into my mouth. 


We pulled apart and lay the sleeping woman down gently on the carpet. We'd licked the wounds clean and she 
was no longer bleeding. Dave pulled off his jacket and draped it across her to keep her slim body warm. 


| rose, pulling him to his feet, my fingers digging powerfully into his upper arms. Light dancing in his eyes 
wickedly, he followed me up, stepping over the girl to bring his firm body against mine. 


| moved in to capture those parted, swollen lips once more. He shoved his hand against my chest, taking me by 
surprise and pushing me backwards, off balance, towards the big bed. My eyes glittering dangerously, | smirked 


and moved in on him again. 


| grabbed his slender hips, my fingernails scraping the denim, and hauled him against me. He gasped in surprise, 
playfully trying to push me away, but | turned us both around and drove him backwards until the backs of his 
legs hit the bed He dropped down on his backside in the soft bedding, laughing quietly. | swiftly straddled his 


lap, moaning as our erections ground together. 


Davey's hands came up to cup my arse, pulling me down hard against his groin. We thrust our cloth-covered 


cocks together, desperate for as much contact as possible. 
"Oh fuck, Adrian." 


Suddenly | needed to get these fucking clothes out of the way. | shoved him down on the mattress and rolled 
off him. | wanted to feel his bare flesh against mine, his muscles twitching beneath the skin as he bucked 
against me. | needed to feel his heat wrapped around me, | needed to bury myself to the hilt in his beautiful 
body. 


Davey had wasted no time in unzipping his jeans, hauling them down his long thighs. Kneeling up on the 
mattress, | peeled down my own jeans, stripping my t-shirt off over my head. When Davey did likewise | 
couldn't resist any longer, and pressed my naked chest against his. 


We both moaned, the sensation of our sweat-dampened warm skin sliding together overcoming us both. My 
mouth sought out his lips again, pressing forcefully, parting his teeth with my tongue, then delving inside to 
chase his tongue and lick at the tips of his extended fangs. 


Mmm, so good.. 


| realised my fangs were fully descended, too. 


| felt his hand on my straining erection, the strong, careful fingers wrapping around and squeezing my aching 
flesh. | couldn't resist thrusting into his hand, coating his palm with wetness. | reached out for his cock and 
closed my own fingers around the rigid, veined shaft. | loved that feel -- so satisfying to know he was hard 


for me. 


Twisting on the bed together, touching every inch of each other, being touched, we worked off the last 


remaining pieces of clothing that separated us, until we were both naked and panting. 

| got to my knees on the bed, my erect cock throbbing and weeping. | paused, frozen for a second by the 
breathtaking sight before me -- Davey, looking at me with such need in his eyes, begging me to take him. His 
pale thighs were spread across the twisted bedcovers. He was temptation embodied. Without a word he called 


me. 


| moved between those thighs, leaning over his exposed form. He raised his hips to meet my body, lifting his 
thighs one by one and resting them over my hips. | slid my hand down over that slender body. 


‘inside me, Adrian, now." 

‘Are you sure?" 

"You won't hurt me." 

| took a breath, praying he was relaxed and ready for me, and | positioned my cock at his tight entrance. 

| sheathed myself in Davey's warmth, feeling as well as hearing his soft moans as | began to move slowly 
inside him. God, but his velvety softness gripped my cock so tightly. | tenderly looked down into his blue gaze. 
He locked his eyes with mine, his lips falling open wantonly. 

His golden hair spread across the pillow, looking so inviting. | plunged my face into it, feeling the silken strands 
caressing my cheeks. | slowly drew in a breath, taking in the clean smell of shampoo and his underlying, 
understated male scent. 

His hands came up to tangle in my own hair, pulling my mouth to his lips for a kiss, then slipping down over 
my shoulders, down the curve of my back, and holding onto my body. He gripped me hard, pulling my groin 


tight against him and pulling me deeper into his body. 


| threw back my head, unable to contain a moan. He eased himself back, changing his position His slim, muscled 


thighs wound around me, his ankles locking high on my back 


Thanks to our heightened and linked senses, | could feel his pleasure as well as my own, a double attack of 


stimulation that intensified my own arousal. As | thrust into his heat again, | felt the clasp of his rippling flesh 
around me, but | also felt the fulfilling stretch he experienced from my cock filling him, touching his deepest 


pleasure centre. | couldn't stop the cry from breaking out of my mouth. 
"Oh God, Dave!" 


He wriggled up the bed away from me, daring me to follow and thrust up hard into him again. It was his turn 


to moan hard. | gave a series of powerful thrusts, pausing between each to gather my strength. 

The delicious stretching of his walls was obviously what he wanted, because | felt his hard cock jerk against 
my belly. | stared down into his eyes, stilling my hips and making him wait, guessing when my next thrust 
would come. The anticipation intensified the feeling each time | drove into him. | saw his eyes go unfocussed. 
"Adrian." 

Two hard thrusts. | paused again. 


"Oh Adrian, more..." 


That was my undoing. | plunged into his body once, and again, and | found | couldn't stop. 
He flung his head back, stifling his grunts as | hit his pleasure centre over and over, sending him soaring over 


the edge. 


| felt his body slacken around me then grip harder than ever, he gave a shuddering cry, and the spasms hit 
him. Wetness splashed my chest. 


Ohhh, too much.. 


The sight and feel of the pleasure crashing through him ripped through my own body. | cried out hoarsely, 
spurting my hot seed inside him, coating his pulsing walls, filling him with my heat. 


We stayed locked together until every last drop of pleasure drained from our bodies. 


Both of us slowly came back to life, untangling our limbs gently. | withdrew carefully from his body. His 


warmth still lured me, and | slid down to the inviting covers and his welcoming arms. 


We lay together, allowing our harsh breaths and galloping heartbeats to return to normal. | felt the sheer 
satisfaction, a warm glow inside me. | could feel his sated exhaustion and hum of his pleasure echoing through 


my chest. 


Davey gazed into my eyes, smiling sleepily. | smiled back, squeezing him against me, feeling his reassuring 


presence, the sensation of total security it gave to me. | never wanted to be parted from him. Not ever. 


| caught myself drifting off to sleep, and remembered we weren't the only ones in the room. Easing myself out 
of Davey's arms, trying not to disturb him, | slid from the bed, and padded across the room in my bare feet. 


A moment later, | returned to the bed, carrying the poor girl, who was shivering now in her sleep. | carefully 
placed her on the bed, against Davey's chest, then lay down myself, with her between us. | draped my arm 
over her and linked my fingers with Davey's. 


Sometime in the small hours, before day was about to break, | took my leave. 


| moved like a ghost from the sleeping figures on the bed and dressed quietly. When | was fully clothed, | 
opened the door slipped outside, and shut it as gently behind me as | could, hearing the delicate click of the lock 


mechanism. 


As | stepped back from the door | caught sight of him along the silent landing, a shadowy figure. Steve's 


desired one. For shame. 


His hollow eyes filled with raw white fire as he recognised me. He crept his way over to be close to another of 


his own kind. 


I'd tried to convince Steve not to take him, this beautiful, amazing free spirit. He'd wanted to join us -- the 


band, of course. He'd had no idea then what he was being drawn into. 


Steve was utterly dazzled by him, the small man with the big personality and the incredible voice. He was 
exactly what Steve wanted for us, and more. He was not simply a replacement for Paul. It was as if Paul had 
been nothing more than a slight detour. 


This man was born to be in front of us, this was the one who would make us great. | had to admit | saw the 


potential in him, too, as one of us..in the other sense. And yet | begged Steve to let him remain mortal. 


After the previous mistake, he shouldn't create a new revenant, | said. Let Bruce join the band, let him be our 
frontman. Nothing more, nothing less. Let him live in innocence, safe from the knowledge that the rest of us 


are monsters. Let him keep his life. 


But Steve shook his head and smiled understandingly. He was the elder, after all, | was little more than a 
fledgling. How could | possibly know better than him? 


And when Bruce - foolhardy, ambitious, brilliant Bruce - finally found out what we were and what was being 
offered to him, it was just another challenge, one to seize with both hands. | knew he would survive, thrive 


even. But | remained fearful that a great wrong had been done on that day. 


The look in his eyes was empty, as if he had been gazing into infinity and was terrified of what immortality 


would bring. | couldn't bear to see the pain, so | took his hand. 

"Alright, Adrian?" he said tiredly. 

It still brings tears to my eyes when | remember seeing his blood staining the marble slab where Steve made 
him. He'd placed him down there in the harsh light of the whitewashed room, this compact, muscled figure, in 
close-fitting dark jeans, an open shirt of the purest white, and his long brown hair cascading across his 
shoulders. A black blindfold was tied over his eyes, so those chocolate pools couldn't take in the horror of the 


oblivion that faced him. 


He rose as one of the most powerful of us, something that didn't surprise me in the slightest. And yet his 
soul, out of us all, was the most tormented. 


| wondered what would have become of me if Davey hadn't been there to guide me through my death and 
rebirth? Thanks to my blood-tie with Davey, | would never be alone. 


| didn't often see Bruce like this, and it saddened me. | knew what he was thinking. Most of the time he was 
filled with seemingly boundless energy. Then he would begin to fade, like the rest of us did if we went too long 
without the gift of Steve's life-blood. 


Bruce would fight the urge to take it again, fighting hard within himself, knowing that sooner or later he'd have 


to give in and feed once more. He hated being chained to his maker, no matter how much he loved him. 

| can say, in all honesty, I've no idea why Bruce confided in me first out of all of us. 

His strong palm was suddenly against my chest, pushing me flat against the wall. He moved in, dark eyes 
glittering with lust. He rose on his toes, leaned in and pushed his nose and mouth close to mine, taking a deep 
breath. | turned my head aside with a gasp. 

"You smell of sex," he growled. "You and Davey, eh?" 

| nodded, turning back to look into his challenging eyes. He smirked. 

"Tell me, were you two at it before Steve turned you?" 

Deciding to keep him guessing, | quirked an eyebrow at him and shrugged. 

"Filthy bastard," he leered, grinning like pure sin 


| had no time to respond before his mouth crashed against mine, kissing me hard. 


Shit! 


It felt good, very good. My body responded, something | wouldn't have expected after mine and Davey's 


passionate lovemaking earlier. 


His muscled thigh shoved between my legs, rubbing against my balls, and his compact, hard torso pinned me to 
the wall. One of those powerful hands pushed up under my t-shirt to lazily caress my stomach. | gave a 


throaty moan, cut off sharply by his tongue raiding my mouth. 


My hands were on his hard arse, admiring its perfect contours, before | realised what | was doing. Not that | 
wanted to stop when | became aware of my actions, his backside felt bloody good under my fingers. My cock 
was pulsing to life in my jeans, getting hard again. 


He pulled back to study my face, looking pleased with the desire he saw in my eyes. 
"Shouldn't we go somewhere more private, Bruce?" | asked in a hushed tone. 


He renewed his assault in answer, flattening me against the wall with his muscled body. His mouth captured 


mine roughly. | felt pain, and tasted my own blood. 


| wondered if Steve knew. Davey would be able to feel my lust even through the wall, even in his sleep. And 


Steve..well Steve was so much more powerful than the rest of us. 


It wasn't so unusual for us to enjoy the pleasure of each others' company when we were all Together. But as 


far as | knew, only me and Davey shared more intimate one-on-one moments. 
"Your blood, Adrian," he whispered hoarsely. "Let me taste your blood” 


That pulled a groan from my chest. He was rough with me. His hands wound in my hair and yanked my head 


back harshly. His sharp teeth were buried in my throat before | could draw breath. 


My fingers dug into his shoulders. | braced my arms to push him away, but found he was too strong, despite 
my greater height. All | could do was cling to him as he drained me. 


Abruptly he tore himself away, wiping his blood-stained mouth with the back of his hand. Before | could say 
anything, a hand was on my head and shoved me down to the floor. My knees were grazed, joints rattled, | 


heard the floorboards creak. This position could only mean one thing. 


| watched, as if in a trance, seeing his fingers draw down the zip on his jeans. He hitched down the skin-hugging 
fabric, and his black briefs, exposing his lightly haired groin, and his straining erection, jutting into my face. | 
licked my lips not a second too soon as his cock thrust into my mouth. He didn't give me a chance to take a 


breath, thrusting in again and again. 


The brutal treatment and the fear of being caught set my heart thumping and ignited my lust. My own cock 
ached and strained inside the tight confines of my jeans. | caught his lithe hips , grasped his body with both 


hands, taking all he could give me. 


| wanted to touch my neglected cock. All | could do was thrust up against the rough fabric that imprisoned my 


swollen flesh. 


High on the blood-rush, | heard his groans deepen, his thrusts falter and become erratic. | understood. He 


couldn't unleash this violent passion on someone who wasn't one of our own kind. So why not one of his own 
brothers? 


He jerked against me once, twice, again. | felt the hot surge of his seed across my tongue, and down my 


throat, a moment later. It wrenched a desperate groan from my chest. | wanted, | needed, more. 
Bruce pulled back with a gasp, throwing back his head, eyes closed. | scarcely felt my predator's body move. 


| was at his exposed neck in a flash, my fingers locking in a death grip on his upper arms. My fangs slid 
smoothly under the perfect, white skin... 


Blood red haze. My world went scarlet 


Screams echoed in my brain, an eternity of Hell flashed before me. So many images, so much terror. | saw through 
Bruce's eyes, Bruce's mind..and | was staring right into Steve's mind Those dark and terrible nightmares he so often 


spoke of, they were not dreams. They were memories. 


Centuries of killing, decades of pain We were monsters, murderers, nothing more. Forget all those niceties about 
protecting delicate mortals, we would all become killers sooner or later, when the blood lust become too great 


When my maker's life-blood was no longer enough for me, | would take the lives of others. 
There could be no doubt. This gift was a curse. 


| was torn suddenly back from this blood-red world into harsh white light. Steve's black eyes bored into mine 
with fury. His powerful fingers were wrapped around my throat, threatening to crush my windpipe. 


Please.. 


| begged with my mind, tears sliding from my eyes as my vision darkened. Before my eyelids slipped closed, | 


saw Bruce's form slumped on the floor. 


Then the air was cool on my face, and my throat was free. Steve's hand fell away from me, | slumped to the 


carpet, body numb and limp. 


Before | passed out, | felt a comforting presence wash over me. Davey was coming for me. He would be here, | 
would be safe. Through the haze, | saw the monstrous figure of Steve towering over me in the corridor. | saw 


him lift Bruce into his arms with uncanny ease, and | saw him turn, and bear him away from me. 


The soothing blanket of Davey's nearness wrapped around me, body and mind. He was enclosing me in his arms, 


healing my injured body. 
"Sleep." 


| let myself go, entrusting my body to his care, trusting him to carry me to safety. Safe for now, at least. 


Man of Sorrows 


Author's Notes: 

Part Three of my AU sex, blood and rock \'n\ roll fic following undead members of Iron Maiden. Seen through 
the eyes of Adrian Smith, one of several band members turned into vampire-like revenants by an immortal 
Steve Harris. 

This chapter is set in IQTI, seven years after Smith left Maiden, and two years before he and Bruce Dickinson 
rejoined the band, Dickinson replacing singer Blaze Bayley. 

\Man of Sorrows\' was one of Dickinson\'s solo songs, with strong religious references, and featuring Smith on 


guitar. 


My hands clawed at the crumbling, damp wood, ripping away great chunks of it. 


My fingers coiled into fists and battered through panelling and glass. Yellow paint peeled from the rotten 
splinters and flew through the air in flakes, sticking to my sodden coat. Still the sleet swirling in the bitter wind 
lashed into my eyes, even as | sought refuge from the storm in the tumbledown porch. 


The mouldering wood finally groaned and gave way beneath my violent assault, leaving a gaping, dark void ripped 


in the front of the once-proud building. 


| stood panting in the blizzard for a moment, half-admiring my handiwork, half-ashamed by my destructive 
outburst. 


Not as agile as | used to be, | stumbled over the creaking step into the damp blackness of the house. At least 
there was no sleet driving into my face in here. | raked my fingers through the soaked, tangled strands of my 
thinning hair, plastering it back off my brow. 


| felt an urge to drop my coat on the hatstand by the door - the same one where I'd hung my leather jacket 
on the day | died - but | was consumed by a pressing desire to move on quickly into the heart of the house. 


| wanted to find some trace of what I'd lost. Anything | didn't care what. | didn't care there was no-one here in 
this dank shell of a building anymore, nothing left of the warm companionship of my blood brothers, their 
cheerful voices, their beating hearts, their playful banter. | shivered in the dingy hallway. 


Instinctively, | made for the stairs leading up to the first floor. The carpet was no longer a rich wine-red. It 


was dull, brownish, flat, and smelled musty as my soles pressed into each step. 


Onwards, | climbed. It felt as natural as if it was only yesterday when | last made my way back to the 


bedroom to share our sleeping space, secure in the midst of our little coven 


The dark wooden banister was cold to my touch. | clutched at it and rounded the corner onto the landing. The 
great door loomed ahead of me, full of promise of what used to be, and at the same time filling me with 


apprehension of what | might find beyond. 


Orange-yellow light radiated from the huge hearth, giving sultry illumination to the lavishly-decorated room. 


The flickering glow played across the skin of the half-naked male bodies reclining on the massive bed in the centre 
of the room. Limbs touched, draped across each other, or twisted together in decadent abandon 


Í could see chests rising and falling, pulses beating beneath the flesh, hands lazily stroking 


The master of the proceedings, sitting in a very old leather armchair by the fire, looked up from his book with a 


welcoming smile as | entered | was home. 


The big empty space where the bed once stood disappointed me most. | didn't expect to see the heavy, velvet 
curtains, the mahogany furniture, the big leather chairs, or the faded old Persian rugs. 


But a bedroom without a bed was a room without a soul. 


| dreamt of running my hands over the silk bedcovers once again, making physical contact with the place where 


| once lay in total bliss. 


| rested in the afterglow of our shared pleasure. Behind me, two of the others were still joined together, their 
harsh breaths and the sound of skin on skin filling my ears. 


| thought my body was completely sated, until a firm hand was placed on my thigh, and began to knead my flesh 
Arousal flared in my groin, spreading low across my belly. | raised my head to look at the brunette who caressed 
me. He flashed a broad smile back at me. 


The warmth of another body was behind me, pulling my head into his lap, placing his hands on my shoulders to 


massage my tired muscles. 


| pulled myself from this daydream with a sharp breath that sent tendrils of vapour out into the cold, dank 


alr. 


There had been no-one here for a long, long time. Even the dust covers draped over the armchairs and the 
chaise longue stuck to them, clammy with damp and rot. Gone was all the warmth, all the life. All that was left 


was decay. 


| wandered around the room, the only noise the dull scrape of my feet on the bare floorboards. The bookcases 


were empty, long since cleared of the leather-bound texts Steve had been so fond of. 


Moving again to the space where the bed had been, | remembered Davey's brilliant smile, the enticing gleam in 


his eye. 


ust like the first time he'd taken my hand, led me to this bed, and undressed me. We'd finally knelt on the silk 
sheets, chest fo naked chest, and we'd kissed for the first time, tenderly, deeply, and at last, passionately. 


The image of Davey's beautiful face came back to me in a flash, and this time he wasn't smiling at me. The 
hurt was bottomless in the depths of those blue eyes, he looked like his soul was shattered into a million 


pieces. And it was me who'd broken his heart. I'd betrayed him. 
‘How can you just leave, Adrian?" 


| tried to explain it to him. | couldn't stay here a moment longer, it was breaking me. Steve's control over us, 


his unyielding demands for obedience, the rules he swore we must live by, were more than | could live with. 


I'd become an empty shell of a mon. All the touring, all the writing, had drained what life | had left in me. | 
could no longer fall to my knees and beg for the gift of Steve's blood, the only thing that had sustained us all 
and given us the energy to make our success possible. | knew, as well, that an eternity bound to my maker 


was no longer something | wished for. 
After Bruce, he'd stopped creating others like us. For this | was thankful. Perhaps he'd listened to my pleas 
after all; or maybe he had all the cursed, undead children he could ever want, and he felt no need to take his 


new drummer into the family. 


My replacement, too, was spared this fate worse than death. Bruce told me that Janick, like Nicko, had seen 
through us very quickly, and made it clear he was happy to keep the relationship purely professional. 


Well, not that Nicko had kept it entirely professional. He'd been there in the bedroom with us. But he'd stopped 
short of sharing everything with us. Over the years, he'd become quite a God-fearing man, perhaps seeking a 
kind of redemption for sharing a life with monsters like us. 

| moved from the bedroom, no longer able to bear the emptiness | felt inside. | knew where | wanted to go next 
-- the bloody chamber. The church to whatever god it was Steve worshipped, down in the cellar, the place 
where his children were made. 


| haven't been entirely honest, now, have |? 


Yes, Steve spared Nicko and Janick from the curse of the undead, he allowed them to keep the precious gift 
that was their mortality. Fragile, fleeting, mortal life, so quickly extinguished, but beautiful while it burned. 


But he did create one more revenant. 


If I'd thought Steve cruel for taking Bruce's innocence, | hated him for what he'd done to his successor. The 


adoring fan with the smouldering, dark looks, more than ready to fall at the feet of his idols. 


Blaze had given everything for Steve, everything for the band, and for the fans. Unless | was very much 


mistaken, he'd also given his soul. 


It struck me when | was watching them on telly. | grabbed the set and almost smashed it to pieces on the 
floor, raw anger fuelling my supernatural strength. My wife ran in just in time to see me thump the television 


back down on the floor, and drop sullenly back down to my chair. 


| clamped my teeth together and sat staring into nothingness, my arms folded defensively. She was beside 
herself with worry, but | couldn't tell her anything. She was safe from us, from me, as long as she never 


found out what we were. 
The fucking bastard Why dd he take another life? 


And that's what brought me down here to the altar. | was looking for evidence. Some kind of sign he'd taken 
the mortal life of his new singer. He'd performed the rite down here, just as he had to me, to Bruce, to Paul, 


to Clive, and to Davey. 
Were there any more? | ground my teeth together so hard | heard the enamel squeak, and my jaw clicked. 


Unlike the rest of the house, this room was unchanged. The altar was there, the stained glass, the long-since 
snuffed out candles, the black and white tiles, the mirrors. | pictured Steve as he'd been years ago, standing 
before the altar, beckoning me. A sick feeling of regret, maybe even longing, rolled in the pit of my stomach. 


Despite the anger, the hatred that burned in me, | wanted to stand before him again. My mouth opened 
involuntarily and my fangs extended as | yearned for the taste of life-blood once more, the heat in my veins, 
the power flowing through me. My heart ached for that companionship with my brothers, the blood tie | had 


severed years before. 
| felt like my entire being had been drawn too thin, stretched too far, my soul had become wraith-like. | saw 
myself dimly in the smoked mirrors. My reflection was clearer than it had been that time long ago. | was 


ageing. My body was dying. But my soul would linger on. 


As much as | loved to think | was my own man, and | could fight on alone, | knew it was only a matter of time. 


No matter how much | swore | would never give in and go back to them, | knew | would get desperate. 


| would lose control, the raw need of my body would take control of me. l'd already come here and smashed 


my way into this God-forsaken place, hadn't |? 
Would he even accept my return? Would he make me get down on my knees and crawl, beg? 


Thankfully, in the end it was Bruce who spared me that indignity. 


Reunion 


Tomorrow night, Rock in Rio. 


| leaned back against the door frame, lifting the cigarette to my lips. Out in the blue twilight across the hills, 
little lights glimmered like wobbly stars, contending with the heat haze. The slight touch of the breeze was 
barely enough to ruffle my hair, but it was a pleasant change from the damp heat outside and the artificial 


cool of the air conditioning indoors. 


| lifted my head and blew out a long, relaxing breath, watching the trail of smoke float off into the air. The 
little cloud | had formed meandered out into the falling night, and gradually wound and twisted itself thinner and 
thinner until, at last, there was nothing left. 


| breathed in the fragrance of flowers and damp, warm grass, thinking how beautiful this world could be. 
Nothing could be heard, save for the sounds of nature, and maybe a dog barking somewhere far off, further 


down the valley. 


A thump of a door back inside the big white villa reminded me | wasn't alone. All the guys were in there, all 
buzzing from the success of our tour, and yet still so nervous about this huge performance tomorrow. Our 
rebirth had been more of a success than most of us had imagined Our fans loved us, hell, the whole music 
scene had embraced us with greater adoration than we'd known even back in the good old days. Especially me 


and Bruce, the prodigal sons returned. 


| won't pretend old wounds can ever fully heal. But we've all grown up so much. We've come to accept who we 
are, what we are. We all have the maturity and professional conviction to embrace our differences, to set 
them aside, and to work together once more, for the greater good. And for some of us, we've finally learned 
that belonging to this family is something that runs much, much deeper than blood. 


My thoughts were broken momentarily as | took another draw on my cigarette. | exhaled slowly, again watching 


the smoke spread out to nothingness and disappear. 


The soft thud of a door closing told me Steve had stepped into the room. | knew it even before | turned to 
look. His liquid, dark eyes bore a serious look, although it was one of fond concern. | took a final drag on my 
cigarette, preparing to stub it out. Steve hated the smell of smoke. 


He didn't say a word, slowly making his way over to stand by me, gazing out into that beautiful night. He looked 
at peace, much as | did. The breeze lifted just slightly, curling a lock of his dark hair over his shoulder. 


Steve had barely changed in all the years since | met him. That was no surprise, | suppose, he was the one 
true immortal among us. But even he appeared to have aged. Me and Bruce certainly had, undoubtedly because 
we'd gone without Steve's blood for years, the very elixir of life to us undead creatures. And Davey looked 
older too..had he also forgone the gift of Steve's life-blood in the years | was away? 


| was caught in the dark pools of Steve's eyes in that instant. | studied them hard in the half-light, trying to 


understand what he was saying to me. 


Steve had shown nothing but gentleness, patience and understanding to me since | returned. | was deeply 
touched, if not ashamed. I'd grown to hate him from the bottom of my heart in my darkest hour, and yet he 
forgave me all of it. Every last bit, instantly. He expected nothing in return, save for my presence, and my 


commitment to Maiden -- this great cause that was the very religion he worshipped. 


I'd fully expected Steve to force me into utter subservience when | inevitably came crawling back to him, 
broken, hollow, and unable to do anything other than beg for his precious life-giving gift once more. Yet it 
didn't happen like that at all. | understand Bruce had gone before Steve and -- quite literally -- laid himself at 
his feet, begging for mercy for the both of us. And Steve had accepted without hesitation He hadn't demanded 
this indignity of Bruce, it had been offered freely. 


| turned to look out over the misty hills again, unable to hold Steve's questioning gaze. 


My own return to my maker was not so different to Bruce's. | met him in a small conference suite in a hotel, 
alone. Steve had even insisted Maidens vigilant and ever-present manager, Rod, stayed outside. Only Steve and 


myself knew why. 


Steve was sitting at one end of a huge chrome and smoked glass table. A small, neat pile of documents lay in 
front of him, although | was well aware that signing contracts would be of no significance when compared to 


the deal I'd signed in blood years earlier. 


I'd lowered my head, averted my eyes, and walked meekly to his side, waiting for his command. Instead, he'd 
simply reached out and touched my arm, stroking lightly. | knew in that instant how much he'd missed me, how 
deeply he cared for me. | was a part of him, we were all part of this family. Divided, we were nothing without 


each other. 


Fucking hell, if Steve hadn't been right all along. Everything he'd done, no matter how harsh or cruel it seemed, 
everything he'd achieved for us all, was the best and only way for us. We were his children, and he knew what 
was right for his family. He needed us just as we needed him. How is it that someone else can know what's 


right for you, better than you know it yourself? 


I'd hardly spoken to him since | came back? 


If my rebellion against Steve, and his unconditional forgiveness, had shamed me deeply, it was nothing compared 
to the guilt that gnawed at my very core every time | saw Dave's sad smile and haunted eyes. | can't deny 
there were times, too, when I'd felt anger about the part Dave played in delivering me to my fate. I'd always 


swept the feelings aside, telling myself Davey had been taken in by Steve too, seduced by dark promises. 


Now I'd come to terms with my anger towards Steve, | simply couldn't find words good enough to make 
amends with Davey. So I'd buried my feelings, all but ignoring him. The realisation that I'd continue to cause him 
hurt, long after the rest of us had settled our differences, flooded my heart with shame in this moment. 


Feeling Steve mentally nudge me, | snapped from my memories, turning my head to look him in the eye once 


more. 


He raised his hand and touched my face tenderly. His thumb lightly swept along my cheekbone, much as it had 


when he wiped my tears away all those years ago, in those last moments before he took my life. 
"You're not the one | owe the apology to, are you?" | asked without moving my lips. 


He shook his head slowly, his eyes calm and understanding. | was just a fledgling, after all. He could forgive such 


foolishness in one so young. 
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We all have this habit of leaving the lights off. | suppose it came about through having unnaturally good night 


vision, there's just no need to have glaring artificial light assaulting our sensitive eyes. 


The whole house was dark inside. | heard quiet chatter coming from the room where the others were. They 
were drinking cold beers and talking about everything they planned to do once the tour was over. So many 


thoughts and ambitions, boldly spoken in this brave new world. 


| passed by, making my way silently along the white corridors to a room right at the far end of this house in 
the hills that we had rented for our short stay. The air conditioning made the heat bearable, and bloody hell, 
but this nice quiet location made a change from the noisy city hotels, where crowds of fans would camp out 


all night waiting for a glimpse of one of us. 


The door was closed. | knew he was inside. | held my breath, preparing to knock, and then stopped my hand 


mid-movement. How crass it would be of me to knock, pretending he wasn't already expecting me. 


My hand wrapped around the silver handle and | pressed down, sliding the door open. This room was also dark, 
but the windows were open in front of the locked shutters, allowing the fading light outdoors to creep in 


through the slats, providing more than enough illumination for me to see clearly. The thin fabric of a curtain 


watted in the draught. 


Davey was sitting on the bed, back against the pale leather headboard, one knee drawn up against him, eyes 
still, calmly waiting for me. | quietly shut the door behind me, flipping the latch out of habit, and slowly turned 


to face him, half-reluctant to meet his eyes. 


"Dave?" 


| spoke out loud, but in a hushed voice. 

"Adrian." 

| titted my head slightly, catching a certain note in his voice, but unable to place the emotion it spoke of. Time 
had run out. | couldn't put this off any longer, | had to face him, and say what needed to be said. | can be a 
stubborn bastard at times, but | know, ultimately, when I'm beaten. 

With a sigh, | made my way around the big bed, until | stood at the side closest to him. There | stopped, and 
raised my head fully to look into his eyes. His gaze had followed me as | moved. | swallowed, and brushed an 
imaginary itch from my face. 

‘lm sorry, Dave." 

Fuck! How fucking weak did that sound? Was that the best | could manage after all these years of hurt? 

‘lm so sorry | haven't come and talked to you sooner..." | continued. 

In that pause, | lifted my gaze again to look directly into his eyes. God, they were so dazzling, wide and blue, lit 
with a sorrowful iridescent moonstone glow. There was not a trace of anger, nor resentment, only calm, 


sadness, and understanding. My heart ached with longing, choking off the words | had ready to speak. 


| found myself descending to my knees. There was no other place to go. | knelt by the edge of the bed, placing 
both my hands, palms upwards, on the satin covers. | respectfully bowed my head. 


And to think I'd assumed | would end up bowing down to Steve... 


| was wrong, Davey. | was wrong to walk out on you. Please understand, | needed a break from Maiden..but | 


should never have turned my back on you too." 

There was more | could say. | wanted to tell him everything. That I'd been pissed off with him for sticking by 
Steve instead of me, and I'd been angry, jealous to see him getting along so well with Janick. I'd wanted it all to 
go wrong, just so | could prove to them that I'd been right all along, and this big fucked-up family was a 
mistake that should never have happened. 

| know | can't take any of it back," | said, regret welling in my voice. 

He still didn't say a thing. The blue half-light deepened around us. 


"You were right all along," | whispered, my eyelids drifting shut. And | couldn't have been more wrong. 


His sharp exhale, not unlike a sob, told me he heard me speak in his mind. | stayed down in the position | was in, 


for whatever axe of fate may fall. He was well within his right to berate me, curse me, tell me to get out of 


his life forever, or to break down and make me hear just how much my abandonment had hurt him. 
Once again, in this strange new chapter of my life, | was to be taken aback. 


His breath came again, softer, clipped, full of barely stifled emotion. My eyes flicked open and | looked up to see 


his own eyes wide, brimming with tears. The look in his eyes, though, was not one of rejection for me. 
"Did you know...” he hoarsely whispered, ".how much | regretted what I'd done to you? It was my fault.” 


Unable to comprehend, | stared back at him, my breath held as | listened. Davey reached over to place his cool 
fingers on my heated palm. He glanced down at our touching hands before his eyes came back up to look into 


mine. Glistening wetness streaked both of his cheeks. 
| led you to your death, Adrian, | damned you for all eternity. | was nothing but selfish." 
| stayed stock still, open-mouthed, waiting for him to speak again. 


He continued: "| wanted you to be with us, with me, forever. When | saw what it had cost you, how you 
became little more than a wraith of a man, | couldn't forgive myself. | asked you to trust me, Adrian, and you 


did. You still do." 


| couldn't bear to hear this, not when | was vaguely aware | should be the one feeling ashamed. | got up to sit 
on the edge of the bed and | pulled his face to my shoulder, clasping him there. His hands were on my 
shoulders too, pulling me against him tightly. 


| caught a flicker of light out of the corner of my eye, and between his heavy sobs, | heard an answering 
rumble roll through the valleys. There was a heavy drop on the shutters, and two or three more in quick 


succession. Rain had begun to fall. 


Rocking softly to the sound of the rain, me and Davey held one another in silence. The growing rumbles of the 
storm outside washed over us, carrying our minds away with the sounds of nature. The flimsy curtain wafted 
in the draught. The storm would split apart the sweltering heat, and clear the air. Finally, in a place so far 


from where | was born, | was once again home. 


A blinding flash shone through my closed eyelids, chased by an ear-splitting thunderclap, but it didn't matter. 


We were safe in here, in each others' arms. 
His breathing began to return to normal, | could feel the rise and fall of his chest, pressed against my own 
We both drew back a little way and looked into each others’ eyes. | can't tell you just how good it felt to be so 


close to him again. His eyes brightened and his lips hesitantly drew into a warm smile. | found my gaze lingering 


on his lips. How | wanted to lean over and press my own to them! 


Davey's hand was caressing my shoulder with incredible tenderness, the likes of which | had all but forgotten. 
Even the harsh flash of light which whited out our faces in that instant didn't make us flacker. The multiple 
booms of air ripped asunder then crashing back together came from above and around this fragile shell of a 


house, shaking floor and walls. 


Undaunted, we both leaned in slowly, tilting our heads instinctively, until our mouths met. No lightning on this 
Earth could match the surge that seared through all my nerve endings. It was the lightest of touches, and 


then we parted, straightening up just enough to look into each others' eyes once more. 

There was barely a moment's hesitation. Feeling his sigh, | leaned into his kiss once more, seeing his eyelids 
flutter closed just before mine slid shut. We rediscovered the sensual dance of our lips, our breaths coming 
slow and deep. 

Before | fully gathered my senses, the tip of his tongue had lapped at my bottom lip, asking my permission, 
and | had opened for him, letting him slide it inside my mouth. | moaned at the sensation of his tongue darting 


inside my mouth again, a teasing lick, and he did it again, and again. 


| dimly realised a deep, almost painful-sounding groan was being pulled from my chest. Then our tongues met 


and teased, the kiss deepening, hands gripping each other powerfully, the heat rising in me. 


| wanted his whole body pressed against me, urgently. He obliged, pulling me onto the bed with a strength I'd 


forgotten. The storm crashed around us. 

We moved together as seamlessly as we did all those years ago 

KEKEE 

That night | slept more deeply than | had done in a long, long, time. The sleep of the dead, 


The next day we carried on our journey in our brave new world. Where it would lead we did not know. Many 


questions there were still waiting to be answered. 


It would take many years for the scars to heal, perhaps they never would. But whatever became of us, we 


would face our fate together. 


